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the Runic, show with how bold a flight he could soar into
the open sky. It is needless to praise where there are
none to disapprove. It is striking, however, to observe
the beauty of that stanza which he expunged from his
"Elegy on a Country Churchyard;"* so that it might
almost be said, that even the leavings of Gray are su-
perior to the finished compositions of other men. Again,
when we reflect how frequently the invasion of the
Iloinan Empire by the^ Barbaric tribes has engaged the
pen of other writers from Jornandes down to G-ibbon, it
is worthy of note that so much of eloquence and imagery
should remain to be compressed by this poet within the
narrow compass of four lines, f

The Life of Cowper, as Mr. Southey with feeling and
fidelity portrays it, is one of the most painful in our
literary annals. Genius was to him a fatal and an evil gift.
His sensitive frame of mind, and his spirits broken since
his boyhood, sunk him into melancholy, and sometimes
into madness. His circumstances gave him little cause for
either.' He had advantages of birth, and might have had
advantages of fortune. He was grand-nephew of the Chan-
chellor and Earl of that name. He was trained in a
conveyancer's office, and fitted for promotion in the law.
Through the influence of his family he soon obtained a
lucrative and easy clerkship in the House of Lords. But
the mere prospect of having to raise his voice in public
drove him. to utter distraction and attempts at suicide.
He resigned his office, and after a long blank interval of

* " Here scattered oft, the earliest of the year,
" By hands unseen, are showers of violets found,
" The redbreast loves to build and warble here,
" And little footsteps lightly print the ground."

" I wonder that Gray could have the heart to omit it," says Lord
Byron in his Diary, February 27. 1821.

f " With grim delight the brood of winter view
" A brighter day, and heavens of azure hue,
" Scent the new fragrance of the breathing rose,
" And quaff the pendent vintage as it grows !"

I was told by Sir Robert Peel that he was consulted by another
eminent statesman on his design (from which there was some diffi-
culty in dissuading him) of quoting these noble lines in the House of
Commons as applied to the Russian invasion of France in 1814.